'  '    F        R        O        N        T___________L        I        K        E    '  '

" Oh ?   Who's he ? " inquired the Major, puzzled.

" The fellow who before the war was touring in
Germany in his car and was supposed to have bumped
into a German tank and found it was made of papier-
mach6. You remember. . . . The story went through
the newspapers. . . . ' A friend of mine when touring/
etc. etc. ... By God ! I wish I could have bumped
him up against some of the papier-mach6 we bumped
into around Arras. . . .

" However good our tanks were/' the Captain con-
tinued after a pause, " it couldn't compensate for the
fact that there wasn't enough of them. You've not
only got to have a good machine. You've got to have
a lot of it. Machines on the battlefields are just like
men. They can't go on for ever. They want rest.
Time for recuperation. Our chief trouble was that we
hadn't enough tanks to enable us to spare the time
on maintenance we ought to have done. They never
had a chance of going into dock. I've seen fellows
doing repairs in the middle of an action, and getting
killed while doing so. Repairs that ought by rights
to have been done in the shops. It happened any
amount of times. Listen :

" During the push south-west of Arras I was in
command of four tanks. It was just the time when
the enemy launched that heavy counter-attack which
eventually drove us back. We'd already been on the
move for six days, and in action twice, without a
overhaul. Late in the afternoon Battalion Head-
quarters wirelessed that a small force of enemy tanks
was reported in the neighbourhood of Beaurains.
Would I go and take care of them.

" We rolled down the road and at the outskirts of
the village I gave orders for deployment into some
fields on the right. I was about a hundred yards in
front, with a couple of tanks on my right and the
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